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much?' McCoy bent down, and assured his leader that he
was only stunned. 'What ails that girl?' demanded Poxley
of the settler's wife.
'She was frightened for her lover/ answered the shaking
woman.
'Her lover?* queried Foxley, a diabolical light in his eyes.
*Yes, they are soon to be married/
Foxley crashed his hand on the table with a gesture of evil
glee.
'Better and better! This is glorious!' he roared. 'Boys,
we shall have capital sport presently. Bring the wench round
as quickly as possible/
He paced the floor with hurried, uneven strides, as if
labouring under some extraordinary excitement.
'McCoy, throw a bucket of water over that grovelling
beast,' he commanded. 'And now, Mistress, let us have
supper directly/
McGuffin, revived by the douche of water, was bound fast
to a mill post on one side of the room, and the bushrangers
then tied the father and his sons into a kind of bundle, so
that they could not move a limb.
The bushrangers then sat down to supper, facing their
prisoners, and invited Rashleigh to join them. He, however,
was suffering from such nausea that he declined to eat. He
had apprehended Foxley's horrible intention to commit an
atrocity infinitely worse than any he had yet fouled his soul
with, and he sat shivering with dread and longing for a
means to escape from a scene which would be unendurable;
yet he was completely awed by the threatening looks and
gestures which Foxley kept directing towards him.
The ruffian insisted upon being served by McGuffin's
betrothed on her knees, and tasting everything on the table,
goading and insulting her cruelly.
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